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Party Games 


Author's Notes: 
Here\'s a birthday story for Geddy, set on another milestone birthday! | normally try to leave the wives out 
of things as much as possible, and | don\'t normally write Het, but sometimes the plot bunnies won\'t leave 


you alone. 


July 29, 1983 


Old. Old old old. That's how he was feeling. Thirty fucking years old. How depressing! He never imagined that he 
would be thirty. 


Nancy had been on his ass for weeks, badgering him about what he wanted to do for his birthday. He wanted 
to skip it altogether, that's what he wanted to do -- skip it and stay 29 forever. Finally, he had given in and 


agreed to have a quiet dinner at home with her, Alex and Charlene, and Neil and Jacqueline. 


Nancy had insisted on sending their three-year old son over to her mother's house for the night, saying that 
she'd never get any of the cooking done with him underfoot. Geddy had offered to watch him while she made 


dinner, but she didn't want to hear it, saying that it was his birthday and that he should enjoy himself and 
relax. Instead, he'd moped around the house all day, bored and lonely. 


The "party" had kind of been a bust. Dinner had been good (Nancy was an excellent cook), but he hadn't been 
feeling very festive, and the conversation kept grinding to an uncomfortable halt. Neil and Jaquie left early, 
claiming they needed to get home to relieve their babysitter, but Geddy felt pretty sure it was because he 
was such a lump. Charlene hadn't even bothered to come, but Geddy wasn't crying over that one. They could 
be civil to each other, but they hadn't gotten along since they were teenagers. 


That left him alone with Nancy and Alex. His wife and his lover. That was pretty much his personal definition 
of hell. He loved them both, and was faithful to both of them (in his way). The tension of having them both in 
the same room making idle chit-chat was driving him nuts. He wanted one or the other of them to go away. 


Hell, at this point he wished they would both go away and leave him to wallow in his misery. 
"Ged.. Ged?" 
"Hunh?" He realized he'd been staring into his coffee cup. 


"Alex was just saying he'd love to get a look at our new BetaMax. He wants to see how it compares to his 


VHS." 
Geddy groaned. "Do we have to do that right now? I'm getting a headache. | just want to go to bed." 
"Don't be such a grouch, Ged. Alex is our guest, and it'll only take a minute." 


Geddy sighed audibly and rolled his eyes, standing up from the dining room table. "Fine. It's only my birthday, 


who cares what | want?" 


"That's the spirit, Granddad!" Alex chortled and slapped him on the shoulder. Geddy shot him a look of death 
and then went through into the living room, Alex and Nancy trailing behind him. 


Geddy walked over to the videotape rack. He was quite a cinephile, and even though they'd only had the 
BetaMax for a few months, he'd managed to amass quite a collection of films. Ever the meticulous organizer, 
he had them neatly arranged in alphabetical order by director. He smirked a little to himself, and then grabbed 
a tape off the rack. Sure, they could watch it, but they didn't have to like it. He popped his brand-new copy of 
"The Seventh Seal" into the machine. 


Alex and Nancy had made themselves comfortable on either side of the couch, and Alex was holding out a 


very full tumbler of scotch to him. 
"Here, Ged, have a drink and relax." 


Well, if | have to be miserable, | might as well have a buzz while Im at if, he thought. He took the glass from 


Alex and settled in between the two. He grabbed the remote, hit "play" and began to immerse himself in the 


black-and-white masterpiece, staring at the screen rather than looking over at his two companions. 


It wasn't long into the movie that he felt Alex's meaty paw rest on his knee. What the fuck was he doing?!? It 
was dark in the living room, sure, but Nancy was right there on his other side. She wasn't going to take it well 
if she found Alex putting the moves on him in their living room, on the sofa she picked out. He didn't want his 
thirtieth birthday to also be the day that kicked off his messy divorce proceedings. 


Just when he thought things couldn't get any more awkward, he felt Nancy's hand on his other knee. Jesus 
Christ, why now? Normally, he would be overjoyed to have just one of them touching him, but both of them? 
What were the odds? He couldn't say anything about it. All he could was sit there and hope that Nancy didn't 


notice what Alex was doing. 


Almost as if he could hear what Geddy was thinking, Alex slowly started moving his hand up Geddy's thigh. A 
moment later, Nancy followed suit. Oh, fucking wonderful. There was no chance Nancy wasn't going to notice 
now. Should he live in a hotel, or try to find an apartment right away after she threw him out on his ass? 


Would he get to see his son ever again? 

He was so lost in that train of thought that he almost didn't notice that the unstoppable upward progress of 
both of his lovers’ hands had reached the danger zone -- they were both inches from his crotch. Finally, the 
moment he was dreading happened. Both hands reached his groin. He cringed and squeezed his eyes tight, 
waiting for the explosion. 

No explosion came. Both hands stayed where they were, lightly brushing against each other. They stayed like 
that for a moment, and then wonder of wonders, they began to move in concert, pressing up against his cock 
through the thin fabric of his dress slacks. 

Geddy sat bolt upright. "What the hell is going on?" 

Nancy and Alex both leaned in, planting kisses on his ears. "Happy Birthday, Dirk," Alex whispered. 

"What? But -- How?" 

Nancy laughed her bright tinkling bell of a laugh. "Just sit back and relax, would you?" 

He was incredibly confused, but the confusion was starting to take a backseat to his growing arousal. He sank 
down a little in his seat, his eyes closing involuntarily in response to their ministrations. They kept at it for a 


bit, then Nancy again leaned close to his ear. 


"Say, didn't you mention wanting to go to bed a little while ago? | think that sounds like an excellent idea Isn't it 


an excellent idea, Alex?" 


"Sounds like a great idea to me." 


"Well, then, let's all go to bed, shall we?" 
"Yes, let's." 


Nancy and Alex stood and pulled Geddy to his feet, then made their way toward the bedroom, clasping his 
hands firmly. Geddy followed along meekly, almost passively. He still couldn't quite wrap his mind around what 
was happening. He'd always dreamed of doing something like this, but he'd never dared take the steps to make 


it reality. 


The trio reached the bedroom and shut the door behind them. Four busy hands worked on Geday's clothing, 
and suddenly he found himself naked in front of the two people he loved the most. He felt embarrassed and 
vulnerable, standing there like that, but his shame was quickly overwhelmed by lust as Nancy and Alex started 
to grope and caress every inch of his body. They both knew him so well -- it was almost unfair. Not that he 


was complaining. 


Alex grasped Geddy's arm firmly and led him to the bed, sitting him down on the edge, then walked over to 
Nancy. Geddy watched, open-mouthed and almost unbelievably aroused, as they slowly and sensuously 
undressed each other, then kissed. He was surprised -- he knew himself to be an insecure person, so he would 
have thought watching the two of them behave so intimately toward each other would fill him with boiling 
jealousy. It didn't. It just made him incredibly horny. 


Alex and Nancy joined him on the bed, looking pleased with themselves. Nancy's long fingernails scratched lightly 
across his back as she nibbled his earlobe, while on his other side Alex's stubble rasped across the sensitive 
skin on the side of his neck. Their fingers laced together, and as one they grasped his erection, stroking it with 
just the right amount of pressure, the light friction sending electric bolts through his body. His thoughts 


misted over as he lost himself in pleasure. 


The teasing massage stopped, and he came back to full consciousness for a moment. Nancy had positioned 
herself on the bed, legs spread, and was beckoning him to join her. Alex had risen and was digging around in the 
pocket of his discarded trousers. Geddy felt a flush rise through his body as Alex grinned and held up a small 
bottle of lube. Geddy was starting to get an idea of how this was going to go. 


Trembling from anticipation and need, Geddy knelt between Nancy's legs, then slowly lowered himself atop her. 
He looked deep into her eyes and kissed her. He truly did love her, even if that love was complicated. He hoped 
that everything would be the same between them after all this. As if she could tell what he was thinking, she 


smiled reassuringly. 
"Stop thinking so much, Geddy. Now, are you just going to lay there looking at me, or are you going to fuck my 
brains out?" Her smile turned from one of comfort to one of pure desire. A groan escaped Geddy’s lips, and he 


pressed inside of her. She gasped and put her arms around his neck. 


At that moment, Geddy felt another familiar pair of hands grasp his shoulders, and a well-loved aching 


pressure began working its way up his backside. Speaking of complicated love.. Alex. No matter how difficult it 


made things, Geddy knew he could never give him up. Alex had lived in his heart for too long to ever leave. 


Geddy cried out as Alex jabbed his prostate, the sudden spike of desire causing his hips to buck forward, 
burying him deeper in Nancy's wet heat. Fuck. He pulled back slightly to prepare for another thrust, which only 
impaled him further on Alex's giant dick. A bestial groan climbed from his mouth. 


At first, it was hard to coordinate their motions, but after a few minutes they got it down pat, Nancy's pelvis 
rising to meet his back-and-forth motion as Alex plowed him from behind. Being double-teamed as he was, 
there was never a valley or a respite between bursts of ecstasy. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on 
pain, every nerve cell in his body switched on and zinging as all of his buttons were mashed simultaneously. His 
brief moment of lucidity fled as he became all cock and ass and wanting, only able to react and chase down 


release. 


It was a little uncomfortable and awkward, but he managed to reach down and press his thumb to the slippery 
nub of his wife's clitoris, acting on the instinct of long experience to give her the stimulation she'd need to 
climax. She threw back her head and moaned, a sound he'd never gotten sick of hearing. Apparently Alex liked 
the sound of it, too, as he sped up his efforts, pounding into him like a piece of heavy-duty construction 


equipment. 


It was getting more difficult to maintain the rhythm, but that didn't seem important any more. The room was 
filled with slicking sounds and the slapping of skin on skin, punctuated by choked syllables and grunts. They 
thrashed and twitched together, hearts pounding, sweat pouring off their bodies in the chill of the air- 


conditioned room. 


Nancy tumbled over the edge first, fingernails digging deep into his back. Then Alex grunted and gripped his 
hips, spilling inside of him. The clenching and twitching and spurting was too much for Geddy, and his body 
spasmed as his world narrowed down to the explosion of shrapnel of light and heat that ricocheted around his 


soul, piercing the walls of his defenses and leaving him a crumbled wreck. 


He couldn't move for a while, and he wasn't entirely sure he hadn't lost consciousness for a split second. His 
muscles trembled like he'd just played six back-to-back tennis matches. Slowly, agonizingly, he felt an awful 
emptiness as Alex pulled out and lay next to him. He did a wobbly push-up and slipped out of Nancy, flopping to 
the mattress between them. No one spoke. 


Now that the electricity of sex had abated, the worries came back to him. My God, what did we just do? his 
mind asked, miserably. There'd be no way things could ever go back to normal now. Change disturbed him 


greatly, and he couldn't see any way this was going to work out. 


Then he felt a warm, slender arm cross his chest, and a hairy, beefy one slip over his belly. Nancy and Alex 


held him tight, both of them kissing him tenderly. 


"Happy Birthday, Baby," Alex breathed. 


"Yes, Happy Birthday," cooed Nancy. "I love you." 
Alex played with a lock of his hair. "I love you, too." 


Geddy cleared his throat. "I love.. | love both of you." There. He'd said it. The words sounded strange in his 
mouth. "But, but, how.. | mean.. What are we going to do?" 


Nancy yawned softly. "Don't worry about that right now, ‘kay? Just enjoy it for what it is. Alex, can you stay, 


or do you have to get home?" 


"No, give me a minute to catch my breath and I'll call the house. I'll tell Charlene | drank too much and l'm 


going to spend the night here.” 
"All right" She snuggled into Geddy's neck "Too bad she had to miss all the fun’ 

Alex chuckled. "Something tells me she wouldn't think of it as “fun; Nance” 

"Well, her loss." She stroked the dark hair on Geddy's chest. "Did you like your gift, Sweetheart?" 


Geddy was still not sure he wasn't dreaming, but he figured that he might as well go with the flow. "Uh, yes, 
yes | did. It beats the hell out of socks and underwear.” 


Alex grinned. "That's good, because you can't return it. We lost the receipt." He squeezed Geddy tight. "And hey, 


you know, my birthday's coming up in a month.. I'll be expecting something spectacular." 


"l'Il get right on that," murmured Geddy. His eyelids were starting to grow heavy, just as they always did after 
sex. He was more content than he'd ever been, surrounded by love on all sides. Maybe turning thirty wasn't so 


bad, after all. 


